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Author's Notes: 

I've been here a year! Hopefully | can do this around the aniversary of joining for many more to come. Such 
fun to imagine my idols enjoying this place as much as | do. Like with "Roger Loves Rockfic’, pulled title and 
synopsis of story at issue out of my ass and now may actually write the Thing. Apologies if | accidentally stole 
somebody's user name, but don't think I've seen a ‘SallyJoy'. 


"| swear." Pete growls irritably, crossing the room to peevishly peer over Monkey's shoulder at the clip of 


them together upon Houston stage last week. 


"Frequently, colorfully and in several languages." Daltrey quips without turning around. "What're you swearin 


about NOW?" 


"If you play THAT one more time | will fucking scream in a manner YOU haven't managed for years." Heavy 
hand drops threateningly onto the back of his neck as insult is added to injury "Much as I'm sure you LOVE 
watching me apologize again and again, | remind you this abasement is on YOUR behalf. Don't you have ANY 
shame?" 


"Nah." Daltrey's flippant response bears this out. "YOU have more than enough for both of us." 


Pete's attempt at frosty command belies a hint of plea, conveying equal parts menace and mortification. "Then 


KINDLY stop compounding it." 
Monkey's mouse-click freezes footage before he scrolls screen downward. "I like to read the comments." 


"Ugh." Pete shudders "You WOULD, since they're about on your level" He sneers snidely, sowing pejorative 
payback "Wrapped up cozy in ‘positive vibes’, are you?" 


"Hey, it's not all thoughts and prayers'.some are saying we're washed up and should've quit when Keith died" 


"We almost did." wafts in unbidden, forlorn whisper before Pete reins rueful rumination, redirecting "Enough of 


this shit. | know something MUCH more fun to read if you wanna get inside their little minds. Stalk up ‘Rockfic’” 
"What?" Daltrey blurts, confounded by sudden shift. 

"Are Oh See Kay Eff Eye See." Pete enunciates, watching Monkey obey before reading result aloud. 

" ‘Band Fiction That Rocks’ ?" 

"That's the place. Click in, and look us up." 


Daltrey regards Pete with suspicious amusement "Will this be nutter-fan wet dreams where we're all falling in 


love with each other and having orgies with Pink Floyd?" 
"Sometimes." Pete allows [I'd read that] "There's also a lot of Keith Gone Wild” 
"Ugh." Monkey mocks "You WOULD, since they're about on your level. Bloody pervert." 


"Guilty, and unrepentant" Pete proclaims. "You need to exercise your faulty pipes. Pick one starring yourself, 
and let's hear it." 


Daltrey balks with a rusty chuckle. "I don't want to recite about being buggered by you. Dream on" 


Fine, then" Pete permits "Find one where YOU'RE fucking ME." He drums his fingers roughly upon Monkey's 


back to emphasize "I can take it." 
"Oh, like THAT'S gonna be there." [Sounds interesting, after all. He usually DOES know what he's doing] 


"| assure you it WILL" Pete promises with a laughing leer. "m FAR more often catching than pitching in these 
Things." 


Navigating ‘Bands' to select ‘The Who’, Daltrey exclaims "Whoa, there's a metric fuckload!" as he begins to read 


down the lists of titles and summaries. 


"That's just ONE site." reminds Pete, adding generously "This one's the best, though. Fancies itself to have 


standards." 


"John-n-Keith.John-n-Keith..". Monkey mutters [Wow, some of these sound really cute] "here's one with you 


and me.." Click attempt to ‘Read it... directs him to login screen. "It wants a password" 


"User name SallyJoy." Dictates Pete "Capital Ess, capital Jay, no space between. Password capital Ell ‘Lifehouse 
question mark." 


"Come here often, do you?" Daltrey logs in with Pete's data and returns to the story marked ‘Adult’, intrigued 
by saucy synopsis. 


"Only when the mood strikes..which it has. What have you found for us?" 


Monkey reads from the screen " ‘It's In You’. Summary: ‘Roger is tired of being bossed around. Pete lets him 
think he's won.’ Sounds all mind-gamey. Right up your alley." 


"As I'm sure you soon shall be." Pete smiles indulgently, urging "Read on" 


